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Tesus is the world’s most outstanding and com- 
J manding Personality. The passing of time 
accentuates the beauty and grandeur of His life. 
As we celebrate His birth, millions the world 
around pay Him ever-increasing loyalty and de­
votion.
There is no knowledge of greater significance 
to mankind than to know of Jesus. In the open­
ing verses of John’s Gospel we find a very de­
scriptive statement: “In the beginning was the 
Word, and the Word was with God, and the 
Word was God. And the Word 
was made flesh, and dwelt 
among us . . . full of grace and 
truth” (John 1:1, 14).
The Incarnation set forth the 
life of God under human condi­
tions and limitations. This has 
been attempted many times. 
Greek literature abounds in in­
stances of the gods assuming 
human form. The difficulty was 
that their deity was sacrificed in thus being 
brought beneath the plane of the gods. Christ 
is that wonderful combination of tender almighti- 
ness and almighty tenderness. He is both divine 
and human: "Son of God” and “Son of Man.” 
He took upon himself the form of man and yet 
retained the deity which was His from the begin­
ning.
In His incarnation Christ identified himself 
with all men. “The Word was made flesh.” 
The Eternal Word took upon Him human nature, 
that the sons of men might become the sons of God. 
No race of men is excluded. It is impossible to 
localize His influence. We think of Lincoln as 
an American, of Napoleon as a Frenchman, of 
Plato as a Greek, but Jesus is not thought of 
as a Jew. He crosses the bounds of races and 
appeals to all groups. He is the one and only 
universal character of history. It is true that 
He was born in Bethlehem of the seed of Abra­
ham. but He was “a light to lighten all nations.”
The Incarnate Word has been laid upon the 
world’s conscience for all time. Men must make 
up their minds about Jesus because of what one 
believer asserted concerning Him—-that He was 
the Word made flesh and dwelt among us. “God 
assumed the form ol man and lived in our midst. 
We knew him, we called him by his name, we 
lived and walked with him, and we beheld his 
glory.” This is the convincing testimony of a 
great believer whose life had been transformed 
by faith in Him.
The Church has a tremendous 
message to give. The Christ of 
the manger is the Word, mean­
ing “the active presence of God 
made flesh.” He is the divine Son 
of Go d, pre-existent, eternal, 
alive, and active in the affairs of 
men. We celebrate not only the 
birth of the Babe of Bethlehem, 
but the world’s Redeemer. He is 
marching among men. Through
His representatives He crosses the lines of 
nations. Order comes out of chaos. Wild paganism 
is faced and overcome. Barbarianism is 
changed into civilization. Untold blessings at- 
t< nd the preaching of the Word. Human hearts 
are transformed, churches are established, schools 
are organized, and spirits are purified. The 
poor and needy are ministered to, the tears of 
mourners are dried, and the fear of death is 
taken away. Such astonishing achievements can 
be explained only by taking into account the 
miracle that occurred at Bethlehem. "The Word 
was made flesh.”
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By C. Warren Jones, D.D.
Except for parts of China, no other country in 
the world has such density of population as 
the island of Barbados, one of the islands of the 
British West Indies group. On this tiny island 
on the rim of the Caribbean Sea there are 1,400 
people to the square mile. With the population 
on the increase, it is a serious problem as to 
what will be done with the people.
The majority of these people belong to the 
poorer class and they have anything but a high 
standard of living. There are a few rich people 
but this group is small.
It looks as though the middle class is on the 
increase. The principal industry is the growing 
of sugar cane. The island is blessed with good 
water from wells which is piped and placed in 
reach of all the people. The soil is good and they 
can boast of good roads.
Of course, we are interested in the people, 
of which there are about 250,000. It has been 
twenty-five years since we entered the island 
and we have just closed our twenty-first dis­
trict assembly. Our work has suffered several 
setbacks and we have suffered from a lack of 
missionaries and, at times, from a lack of na­
tional workers. But we have an excellent work 
and the prospects for the future are most en­
couraging. Our few missionaries have been 
faithful and the Lord of the harvest has blessed 
their labors.
Dr. and Mrs. A. O. Hendricks are retiring and 
returning to the States. They have done a most 
excellent piece of work. They will be succeeded 
by Rev. and Mrs. James Jones, who have al­
ready had a term on the field. Another couple 
has been placed under appointment.
We visited this field in 1939 and we are de­
lighted with the progress which has been made. 
During the past year a holiness group with five 
churches and some property has united with us. 
This has proved a great blessing and strength­
ened the district. We now have twenty-five 
churches and five extra Sunday schools, with 
twenty-six church buildings and six parsonages. 
These folk call them manses. Keep in mind that 
this is a British colony. Of these buildings, 
eight of the churches and three of the manses 
are of stone construction. This island is blessed 
with an unlimited amount of white building stone. 
These buildings will stand for centuries. They 
have insects here that in time destroy the wooden 
buildings, hence our reason for wanting buildings 
of stone construction. We have ten frame build­
ings in good repair, but eventually these must 
be replaced with stone. Our hope is that we can 
add two stone church buildings and at least 
one stone manse each year. This will all make 
for permanency and add to our prestige on the is­
land. If we can have finance to help the peo­
ple to purchase property, we can organize another 
twenty-five churches in the next ten years and 
double our numerical strength. We have two 
stone church buildings in Bridgetown, the capi­
tal, seating one thousand and five hundred re­
spectively. At Newberry we have a stone church 
seating five hundred. Thisas one place on earth 
where you can get crowds to listen to gospel 
preaching. Already there is some agitation for 
a tabernacle in the capital city to seat 3,000 people.
We have just closed our twenty-first annual 
assembly. The Lord gave us a good time to­
gether. Excellent gains were made in every way. 
On Sunday morning we preached to at least nine 
hundred people, and there were fully as many 
in the afternoon service. The pastor of the First 
Church baptized fifteen by immersion and then 
the writer baptized thirty-five by sprinkling 
and received fifty-four into church membership. 
They use the probationary system and these 
people were baptized and received into full 
membership. Their names were enrolled at the 
church where they reside.
We have our problems in Barbados, but we 
are getting on and have much for which to thank 
the Lord. We have a good group of pastors and 
a loyal band of laymen. Our best days on the 
island are just ahead.
Pity or c£oue?
Sometimes men are called upon to pity a dark, 
groping-for-God heathendom. In reality, heathen­
dom is not groping for God. Rather it is groping 
away from God the best it can (read Rom. 3: 
10-18). God does not “pity” the heathen either. 
He loves them and thirsts for their love in return.
—Paul Broman in Brown Gold
Today the souls of thousands of tribesmen are in the 
balance as men are choosing for them whether they will 
have the opportunity to hear the gospel. Surely they 





This Christmas, pray that the Christ of 
Christmas might find a lodging place in 
the hearts of men. With the poet, Giles 
Fletcher, let us pray that they might 
learn of the excellency of Christ:
He is a path, if any be misled;
He is a robe, if any naked be;
If any chance to hunger, he is bread;
If any be a bondman, he is free;
If any be but weak, how strong is he! 
To dead men life is he, to sick men health; 
To blind men sight, and to the needy 
wealth;
A pleasure without loss, a treasure with­
out stealth.
Ira Taylor, of Peru, writes: “Our vision 
of the possibilities of the work in Chota 
is increasing. It is indeed a wonderful, 
challenging field of labor. Sixty per 
cent of Peru’s population is found in the 
high plains and valleys of the Andes, and 
Chota is in a very populous region. We 
count it a privilege to be able to pioneer 
in the establishing of a permanent mission 
station in the Andean region. We will 
certainly need much of the divine pres­
ence and help and ask for the prayers of 
the church.”
PRAY During the winter months traveling is more dangerous for furloughing and re­
turning missionaries. Pray that all of our 
missionaries might feel' the nearness of 
God in troubled hours.
Ur V-Jelieue in if/inionA
Because the greatest mission ever known was 
performed when God sent His only begotten Son 
into the world to save it.
Because the world will never be brought to 
Christ until men bring Christ to the world.
Because Jesus himself taught us that missions 
alone can make disciples.
Because I am a disobedient lover of Jesus if 
I do not obey His command when He says, “Go.”
Because, if salvation means everything to me, I 
cannot be happy unless I share it with others.
Because a Christian who does not believe in 
missions always gets narrow and loses his world 
vision.
Because the missionary spirit is the greatest 
hope of the world in its present crisis.
—Adapted from Charles M. Sheldon
PRAY During the first week in January, 1953, 
the Department of Foreign Missions will 
be in session. Pray that in all their delib­
erations the Spirit of God might be domi­
nant. It is their task to consider many 
important items of business, including 
mission field policies and budgets, as well 
as the appointment of new missionaries.
All His glory and beauty came from within, and there 
He delights to dwell; His visits there are frequent, His 
conversation sweet, His comforts refreshing, and His 
peace past understanding.—Thomas a Kempis in The 
Imitation of Christ.
If in the building of the world of the future the Bible 
has its rightful place, and if it is included amongst the 
tools of reconstruction, the structure will stand, for it 
will have been built on a rock.
—Lord Macdonald
PRAY Recently a new regulation of the Indian 
government has virtually closed the doors 
of entry to India for all new missionaries. 
Pray that God might intervene and make 
it possible for new missionaries to enter. 
Pray that their residence permits might 
be granted if it is His will.
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STORKS... REPORTS... TESTIMONIES... STATISTICS... EEATORES... PICTURES
By Mrs. Joseph Pitts, Philippine Islands*
How does a missionary commemorate the Christmas season? Read this 
account of a missionary’s first Christmas in a foreign land. Here humor 
and pathos walk together.
Tt would be hard to 
imagine a more busy
household than ours was during our first Christ­
mas season in the Philippines. Possessed with 
determination that our own family should cele­
brate Christmas as normally as possible, and 
being just as careful not to neglect our duty to 
our Filipino people, we found our tasks mounted 
almost too fast for us.
Washing, ironing, mending, baking, decorat­
ing, and preparing in general jammed the first 
part of the week; but that is not so easily remem­
bered as the neighborhood children who swarmed 
at our doors and under our windows, playing 
through the day and singing carols through long 
evenings.
We lived in a poor section on a dead-end street, 
surrounded by Catholics, and the children there 
were not used to elaborate Christmases. We had 
promised a “treat” to be given at our coming pro­
gram and their thrill was at a high pitch. Jabber­
ing Ilocano accompanied our every move. At the 
approach of each twilight, butchered-up Christ­
mas carols in Ilocano-English floated in over 
our window sills. Then it would be “Heavenly 
Sunshine,” “Walking with Jesus,” “Rolled Away,” 
or some other chorus that we had taught them in 
our services. There is something about hearing 
little Catholic youngsters singing Protestant songs 
about their play that gets next to me. They love 
to sing.
I remember how pleasant a task it was to pre­
pare their treats—how nice the sack rattled 
when we dropped in a nut or a piece of candy— 
how white and plump and delicious the popcorn 
balls looked! I think I put more real warmth into 
those fifty balls than any I had ever made! What 
a delight and joy to do something for those who 
have less than we!
VITZednesday night came almost too soon for 
” us, but not for the kiddies. They were there 
packed on chairs, boxes, boards, or floor. The 
program was sweet as we tried to show them the 
wonderful love of God in His Gift to man, and 
they seemed to enjoy every bit of it. But the 
treats—the first many of them had ever seen— 
were what they were really there for; and I can 
still see their eager faces, the flash in their big 
dark eyes, and the quick grasp of their little 
fingers.' That was a plain enough “Salamat Po.”
GThursday we worked like Trojans, getting ready 
to go to Balacag for the Christmas program 
there. In late afternoon we arrived at the 
“turning-off place” where we leave the road to 
walk on in. Because they had misunderstood as 
to the time we should be there, no one was to meet 
us. But since our three children and Maura, the 
house girl, were with us, we took turns at carry­
ing the horn, accordion, water jug, and books as 
we started the hot trek interior.
When we came to the first wide creek we de­
cided to try walking a little dam rather than 
wading. It was a narrow affair made for holding 
back water for irrigation and not for walking 
upon. From about a third of its length most of 
the dirt had been washed away and only the 
bushy, thorny limbs—or skeleton—remained. 
Joyce whined and cried as it tore at her bare 
legs. The next stretch might have been called 
fairly walkable, being about ten inches wide at 
the top and plastered with grass and weeds and 
holes. Then came a ten-foot stretch where the 
grass had grown far above our heads. Getting 
through that and knowing when one was stepping 
on the dam or a clump of grass, or just plain noth­
ing, was quite a trick—one in which bifocals are 
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of little help! But we were making it—Joe Rus­
sell in the lead, then Joyce, I, my husband, and 
our son Umsted.
Suddenly Joyce jerked her foot up and began 
to scream and cry. All I could think of was 
“snake”! How I kept from fainting off that tiny 
dam I do not know as I tried to find out what 
had hurt her. She was uncontrollable, jumping 
up and down, crying and screaming and appealing 
to me with a look of pain and terror. Those ffew 
seconds were the most awful I had ever spent, 
before she finally got one word out, “Bee!”
Somehow I got her in my arms and passed her 
to her father behind me and stumbled on across. 
He came right after, with her kicking and scream­
ing in agony. I tried to comfort her but she 
continued in a fit of pain. We stripped off her 
clothes. Bees flew out!
It was so hot! She was flushed red and pour­
ing sweat. Fifteen stings whelped her little 
body! My husband was beside himself. He 
declared it would kill her, that we would have to 
go directly home! My heart broke for her. We 
had felt that Christmas was such a good time to 
teach the children that they must give themselves. 
We had asked too much of them, I thought.
But we faced our predicament. The Lord 
knew that we were not on a pleasure trip, but 
that we were trying to reach a less fortunate 
people with a bit more of the gospel—a people 
who would be terribly disappointed if we did not 
show up. It seemed that it was one time when 
God would just have to help us. Our faith soared 
as we prayed and God directed us onward.
(So that God may be glorified I want to tell 
you that from one sting on the ankle by this same 
nest of bees I could hardly walk for several days 
and the pain was severe for much longer. Joe 
had one sting on the hand that swelled double its 
size and he could not use it for a week. The pain 
was terrible and his hand looked bruised and 
blue. The stings that Joyce got caused no swell­
ing and, other than some itching, she suffered no 
discomfort. Thank God!)
hen we reached the next big creek we sent 
Maura across to the little barrio a short 
distance ahead to find a caraboa cart to' take us 
through. In one-half hour the twilight thickened. 
Then we saw Maura’s brother-in-law coming 
down the little path through the bambooish un­
dergrowth with a carabao and sled. By making 
two trips he got us all over. The sled was 
j-u-s-t high enough to keep us above the water.
Then we tramped across slippery rice paddy 
dikes, waded ditches, slopped through mud, 
slipped down banks and pulled up others, walked 
foot logs or wiggly bamboo poles, pushing along as 
fast as possible because we thought we were 
going to be late.
piNALLY after two and a half hours of tramping 
we dragged up to the Balacag chapel. It 
was very dark then. A huge white Philippine 
Christmas star glistened at us as they told us 
a delegation had gone to the road to meet us at 
9: 00 a.m. and had stayed until 3: 00 p.m.—the hour 
we had left home.
For an hour we waited for the crowd to 
gather. Of course we were too tired to stand but 
the little narrow board seats seemed only to add 
to our weariness. I looked at the children’s 
droopy shoulders and their drawn faces and 
pitied them. I wondered again if we had not 
asked too much of them as I thought of the long, 
dark trek out I knew we had! And I prayed 
that God would give them strength.
Had we known the length of their part of the 
program we would have shortened ours, but we 
did our best to give the Christmas story in in­
struments, song, and sermon, and God blessed 
our efforts. Then followed carols, speeches, and 
stories in Ilocano. I have heard only a few songs 
sung with such enthusiasm as those children and 
young people put into their carols that evening. 
Not many words did I understand, but God 
could, and I did understand the look of joy and 
happiness that spread over their faces as they 
sang of God’s most wonderful Gift to the world!
The pastor stood behind a sheet curtain and 
read every talking part, in phrases, which were 
repeated more loudly by the Filipinos through a 
very lengthy program. I was grateful for one 
of the chapel timbers, knotty and twisted as it 
was, for a back support, which made squirming 
and leaning in different angles less difficult. But 
I was the only one who had such luxury.
TJast ten-thirty the program ended. I think 
we hastened our good-bys—and started single­
file through pitch blackness, literally pushing 
ourselves homeward, accompanied by several of 
the good people who carried our “stuff.” When 
we got to the first wide creek Joe balked as 
stubbornly as a proverbial Missouri mule! Enough 
was enough! We would sleep with someone and 
go home in daylight! I could think of worse 
things than wading creeks at night, but there was 
something in the tone of his voice that made 
agreeing agreeable.
We retraced our steps a short distance and 
informed Maura’s brother-in-law that he had 
guests. The frail bamboo ladder creaked as we 
climbed up into the little nepa hut. The floor 
“gave,” but it held us up. We eyed our surround­
ings by the light of a flickering ink-bottle lamp. 
What a thrill I had when I saw an army cot lean­
ing against the far wall!
Joyce and I merited the cot, and the others 
had to sleep on the floor. I lay down and put my 
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handbag under my head for a pillow and struggled 
for sleep.
At the break of dawn we pulled ourselves up, 
chilled and sore. A carabao cart stood at the 
door waiting for us. I lingered just a bit to 
stare at the little Christmas tree that stood on 
a crude table. It had been a bare twig, but now 
it was decorated with a few strips of colored 
paper, some tiny, mock packages and two colored, 
shrunken balloons.
A T ten o’clock in the morning we arrived 
home. How we got through the day with 
our weary bodies I do not know. The children 
were easily led to bed that evening! I piled their 
gifts around their Christmas tree of Baguio pine 
and turned off the room lights. It was the loveliest 
sight I had ever seen! Throughout the year I 
had saved back every package that had been sent 
to us from the States, so as to swell the children’s 
Christmas. I had used every piece of Christmas 
paper and bit of ribbon that I could find and made 
as many bundles as possible. The results were 
more satisfying than I could have imagined.
Sitting there alone in our little front room 
I saw a typical American scene—though in a 
foreign land—made possible by thoughtful friends 
at home. A warm feeling of contentment filled 
me. I was very conscious of the smiles of my 
Heavenly Father, who had assisted me in help­
ing our Christians in Baguio, the less fortunate in 
interior Balacag, and our own precious family. 
The smiles of God seemed to beam directly down 
through the brown ceiling right into my heart, 




which Christ was born.
By Clifford Church,
Union of South Africa
'T'he Christmas spirit 
is not always caught, 
even sometimes missed, 
in the rush of prepara­
tion for the holiday sea­
son. Perhaps the slow 
tempo of the African 
people is more akin to 
the spirit of the age into
The Shangaan men 
in Anglo-French coal mines knew that 
I was coming for six o’clock service. But 
all was not quite ready for meeting when I 
arrived, so they put a chair out on the grass in 
front of the room while they finished sweeping 
out the ashes, arranging the chairs, and straight­
ening the feed-sack tablecloth. While I waited, 
a friendly young Shangaan came and threw him­
self down on the grass near me and told me of 
his sickness.
All was ready, and for the second time they 
struck the piece of railroad iron for a bell. “Take 
the Name of Jesus with You” was the hymn sung 
in Shangaan. One of the men prayed ardently 
for the sick, for the missionary, for the blessing 
of the Lord. My text was Matthew 1:21, “ . . . 
thou shalt call his name Jesus, for he shall save 
his people from their sins.” My message was that 
they must not only hear the name of Jesus, but 
that they must let Him savd them from their sins.
I closed the message and asked that these 
fourteen black men bow their heads. In answer 
to my request, five hands went up for prayer. 
Then without any singing, five men knelt on the 
concrete floor before the table. The only noise 
was the scraping of a table as we pushed it back 
to make room for the seekers to kneel between 
the stove and the table.
The Christmas spirit was there. As I stood in 
the dimly-lit compound room where sixteen men 
live crowded together, I was reminded of the 
lowly manger scene years ago. Here in the com­
pound room the plaster had been knocked off the 
wall and none replaced, for the mine was near 
the end. There was not even an altar rail and 
there was hardly room on the floor for the peni­
tent to kneel. But still, the Lord Jesus Christ 
came into the hearts of these men. After we had 
prayed, two said that they had received the Holy 
Spirit. The other three said that the Lord Jesus 
had come in and forgiven their sins. How like 
the first advent of the Saviour was this entrance 
of souls into spiritual grace . . . the simple sur­
roundings, the manger where cattle had fed, and 
the unplastered walls of the compound room . . . 
the lack of space at the inn and on the compound 
floor . . . the silent miracle of the birth of the 
Saviour and of the birth of these souls into the 
Kingdom of light! Then I thought of a verse from 
Phillips Brooks’s hymn, “O Little Town of Bethle­
hem”:
How silently, how silently
The wondrous gift is giv’n!
So God imparts to human hearts 
The blessings of His heav’n.
No ear may hear His coming: 
But in this world of sin, 
Where meek souls will receive Him still, 
The dear Christ enters in.
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By D. Swarth, North American Indian District
Christmas Eve
e had rrriv"d at the Indian camp late at 
night. The road led us from the high mesa, 
through the mesquite, and down into the bottom 
lands of the Colorado River. The many camp­
fires, scattered over a large area among the trees, 
had guided us to the place where we were to 
spend our Christmas holidays. Long before we 
came to the camp, we had heard the excitement 
caused by the blazing lights of our approaching 
car. Young and old had been watching these 
lights descend into the valley. Dogs and chil­
dren had started out to meet us. We had found 
it difficult to proceed because of their dodging 
in and out of the trail, but now we had arrived.
Before us we saw a large open space lighted 
by the weird flames of the numerous small 
campfires. Around these we noticed large num­
bers of Indians. Although they were terribly 
excited a few moments before, now, when we 
all stepped out of our car, they all tried to hide 
their faces and stay as much as possible in the 
darkness. Even the dogs had slunk away and 
were hiding. The missionary had led us to a 
group of stalwart men and introduced us to the 
chief, who then stepped forward and gave us 
a hearty welcome, speaking through our in­
terpreter. The missionary whispered that I 
should answer him. My talk was rather formal, 
but it must have made a good impression; for 
now the people, leef by the chief, all came for­
ward, shaking our hands.
A large place had been cleared of grass and 
twigs—possibly 20 x 30 feet. On the one end 
they had rolled a large log and soon five men 
with their rattling gourds sat down on it. They 
began to chant softly, using their gourds. Slowly 
and in complete unison they arose and began to 
move forward. They went the whole length of 
the clearing. Then without turning around they 
went back the same way. This was repeated again 
and again. Suddenly three women joined the 
performance. Facing the men, keeping a space 
of about four feet between them, they went along, 
chanting, chanting. Now the singing grew louder, 
the noise of the gourds became more persistent, 
and the tempo increased. No one except the 
performers moved. The white visitors looked 
on, fascinated by this unusual performance. What 
was meant by it?
Time slipped by fast, the hour was getting late, 
and we had not eaten a bite since noon, when 
we had left the nearest village. I whispered to 
the interpreter, asking him when they would 
stop. The answer was rather surprising. He 
told me to look away from them and not to show 
any more interest. I looked away, shifted my 
position, and the spell was broken. The per­
formance stopped, and the people began to move 
around. Soon we were refreshing the inner man.
My mind was still with what I had seen and 
heard. I was fully persuaded that I had witnessed 
a heathen performance. I felt a little uneasy and 
almost disappointed. I slipped up to the inter­
preter, an old Indian I had known for some time. 
I asked him what this all meant. His answer was 
most unexpected. Their singing was a message 
to the unsaved: “Jesus is the Light. He who 
has Him has eternal life.” This simple mes­
sage they had repeated again and again. They did 
not know much about the Bible or theology, but 
the one truth necessary to salvation they had 
understood: “Jesus is the Light and the Giver 
of eternal life. The one who accepts Him is 
assured of a home in heaven.”
Needless to say, I felt guilty of having stopped 
these men and women in their utterance of God’s 
truth. I was now sure that God himself had 
looked down upon that scene in the bottom lands 
of the Colorado. Later I sought out these men 
and told them how I was rejoicing with them 
in the salvation of Jesus Christ. This was Christ­
mas Eve among the Indians.
Christmas Day
T was awakened by a voice speaking quietly. I 
listened, but realized that the speaker was an 
Indian, using his own language. In the tent 
where I slept signs of the break of day were 
already visible. The voice went on, so I dressed 
hurriedly and slipped outside. Many of the 
numerous campfires around which the Indians 
had been, or still were, sleeping were already 
blazing brightly. Some of the Indians were sit­
ting up with their blankets wrapped around their 
shoulders (if they were so fortunate as to have
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one). . The morning air on this Christmas morn­
ing was penetrating. To sleep in the open as 
these Indians were doing was not a pleasant ex­
perience. For this reason all during the night 
they had added a few more sticks to their fire 
when cold had awakened them. They had kept 
turning around, warming their bodies as much 
as possible. This was quite a task for those who 
were old and racked by rheumatism, contracted 
by continuous sleeping on the cold ground with­
out cover of any kind. The camp was stirring, 
for their spokesman, a great and honored man, 
was speaking. No one except those who had done 
great deeds was allowed to speak before the 
rising of the sun—their sun-father, their life­
giver.
Our interpreter, who had been sleeping under 
a mesquite tree, came up to me. He told me that 
the chief was telling the story of the birth of the 
Saviour of all men. This was the day we were 
to celebrate as His birthday. He also told me how 
our chief added many things to his Christmas 
story never heard by white men before. But, 
he said, the chief was straight in explaining that 
Jesus is the Son of the living God, that He had 
come from His Father’s home in the skies to save 
men from their sins and from the power of evil. 
He also told that the Saviour had not come for 
the white men alone, but also for the poor In­
dians. He iterated that an Indian, though poor, 
still could be rich through giving his heart to 
the Saviour. This early morning service was the 
strangest I had ever attended. No pews, no 
beautiful organ, no carpeted aisles, no choir 
loft, but only a river-bottom jungle. No preacher 
in black, but just a poor, old Indian, speaking in 
a soft voice. He seemed almost afraid to speak, 
for to him the story of the Christ was sacred. 
His congregation was either standing or lying 
down—old people shivering from the cold and 
children sleepily clinging to their mothers—but 
God’s Spirit hovered over it all.
After this scene, my heart was greatly bur­
dened, for I felt weak and unworthy. Was I to 
preach to people like this? Yet in the eyes of 
the white man’s world, they were only Indians.
Our first service started about 10:00 a.m. 
People were coming from all directions. Already 
more than three hundred had assembled together. 
First we did a little singing. Then we told the 
Christmas story in all its simplicity, using two 
interpreters. When we thought we were through 
for the morning, an Indian would raise his hand 
and say, “Please tell it again. I have not under­
stood it all.” Then another, “Please tell it once 
more. My friend here came late. He has not 
heard all of it.” Preaching went on practically 
all day, with only periods for our Christmas 
dinner and for the handing out of presents to 
children between. We had brought meat and 
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coffee and white bread. Large tubs of stew and 
of beans, and black coffee were things they 
would talk about for many months herearter, 
for these people never have enough to eat. A 
cupful of beans, a quarter of a tortilla made daily 
rations for these people. The older women would 
take some and eat it. Then they would wrap 
most of the meat and bread in their shawls. They 
knew that tomorrow and the day after they 
might be hungry.
The last service of the day was one never to 
be forgotten. It proved so definitely the hunger 
in the hearts of those who have never heard. 
After much singing and testimonies given by the 
Christians, the old, old story was told once again. 
The night was cold, but the people listened as 
if they had not heard it before. When at last we 
came to a close, a tall Indian raised his hand. 
He began to speak, telling how he had heard such 
wonderful, wonderful things he had never heard 
before. He concluded by asking for the story 
to be told once more. It was already 10:00 p.m., 
so we told him that we would tell it again to­
morrow.
“No,” he said, “that will not do. Please tell 
it now—one more time.”
We could not refuse this earnest request. Never 
had we dreamed of such a desire in the hearts 
of Indians. We told the story I believe with 
greater fervor than at any time before. God 
came close. Finally we came to the climax and 
suddenly many of the people moved near us. 
Our Indian brother was in the lead. They knelt— 
forty—possibly fifty or more. Such praying and 
weeping I’ve seldom heard. This was victory! 
Jesus came sweetly to the hearts of these hungry 
souls. We stood, unable to help much, but our 
hearts were crying to God to let His light break 
in to save these precious Indians. Thank God! 
He answered-prayer that night.
It was 2:00 a.m. We had retired to our tent, 
but we could not sleep. The moon was shining 
very brightly. We stepped out of our tent and 
praised God for His love and goodness. Then 
we saw a dark figure leaning against a tree and 
recognized the man who had asked us to tell the 
story one more time. He indicated that he wanted 
to speak to me. I went for the interpreter. Then 
our friend told us how he had not only wronged 
God but also had somewhat in his heart toward a 
fellow Indian. God had forgiven him, but what 
about that man? His son, a man of some twenty 
years, had come up. He too had sought God, but 
what could he do about that man he hated? Then 
through the interpreter we told these men how 
God would forgive now if they determined to 
make peace with their fellow Indian. Out there 
in the moonlight these two men prayed through. 
By that time it was almost morning and the be­




By Oscar Stockwell, Portuguese East Africa
'The promise accord- 
ing to Isaiah 9:2 is, 
“The people that 
walked in darkness 
have seen a great light: they that dwell in the 
land of the shadow of death, upon them hath the 
light shined.” This is the account of one who 
walked in darkness, dwelt in the shadow of death, 
and upon whom the light shone; for Christ said 
to this wrinkled, one-toothed grandmother just 
as He spoke to Abraham, “Get thee out of thy 
country, and from thy kindred, and from thy 
father’s house, unto a land that I will shew thee” 
(Gen. 12:1).
For perhaps sixty-five years this old grand­
mother had trusted her necklaces, bracelets, 
charms, roots, and incantations. All the answers 
to life’s problems had been sought in the witchery 
of the bones and in the spilling of the blood of 
chickens, goats, or cattle. Her highest aim had 
been to frighten away the demons.
In mid-November Christ spoke clearly to her, 
saying, “Go now to the mission station.” She 
had never been there before, so certainly did 
not know the way, but at each branching path a 
voice said to her, “Take this path.” A special 
meeting was in progress and this old heathen re­
pented and feared to return home because she 
had run away to follow “the voice.” She remained 
in the Christian village until late December, 
when she got very drunk, but asked for forgive­
ness and got up and walked along like a child 
learning to walk. *
All went well for several months, during 
which she was taught a wee bit to quote scrip­
ture and sing. Soon she showed signs of going 
back to her old heathen ways, but was finally 
prevailed upon to admit that in her old hut 
some miles away was what turned out to be two 
whole burlap bags full of paraphernalia belong­
ing to the demons. Great fear was upon her to 
return home to get these instruments of witch­
craft, because she had now been.gone a year and 
certainly the wrath of her grown policeman son 
would burn very hot, for had she not run away 
to follow the voice and left the policeman son 
alone? Certainly she would deserve, and doubt­
less get, a frightful beating for such unworthy 
conduct and for doing so dangerous a thing as 
going near a mission station.
(^kristmcc^
After long urging and much praying, she 
started out alone to get and burn this demon 
ware so that these demons would stop troubling 
her. She was followed by’others who saw that 
she was not tempted by another beer pot or in­
jured by the wrath of objecting relatives. Upon 
her arrival, the policeman son, to the wonderment 
of all, with tears asked forgiveness for previous 
beatings and heartily agreed that all these demon 
things should be taken to the mission station. He 
even helped in the preparations for the return 
journey, as well as by providing a little “water,” 
which means porridge, chicken, and tea, for those 
who came to help carry the symbols and demon­
worshiping materials.
Back at the mission station, this old grand­
mother took very, very ill before a meeting could 
be planned to publicly burn the demons’ prop­
erty. All the heathen about wagged their heads, 
saying: “It is just as we have said right along. 
She will now die, being killed by the demons 
for violating all our ancient customs and going 
to the white people who are always telling about 
a Jesus person.”
The crisis was nearing spiritually and physi­
cally, and so the missionaries and native Christians 
quickly set fire to all the demon things and 
prayed mightily to God that the heathen mouths 
would be shut and life restored to the grand­
mother. All that night the grandmother lay mis­
erable, not knowing that the demon things were 
burned and their power destroyed; in fact, she 
seemed near death. Toward morning she revived 
greatly and began to talk something like this: 
“In the darkness of the night I told God that if 
I died I would die trusting Jesus, and just then 
the demons all left me, and the good news you 
come to tell me now I have known for several 
hours, that is, that all the demon things are 
burned.”
For long months Christ had worked. In the 
darkness of that sick night she met the crisis, 
and at this Christmas season several years later 
she sat in the circle of old grandmothers shuck­
ing peanuts for the Christmas quarterly meeting, 
able with the others to quote choice passages from 
God’s Word and sing with shining eyes a dozen 
songs of praise until the peanuts were shucked 
and a few gray-black heads began to nod.
(Continued on page 12)
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By William Russell
Hashemite Jordan Kingdom *
VV7e spent our first 
” Christmas among 
the Arabs in 1948 in 
Zerka. It was a s a d 
year for the Arabs and 
Armenians, as many of 
them had lost homes 
and possessions in Pal­
estine a few months be­
fore and were living in 
great poverty. It was 
our privilege to conduct 
the first evangelical 
Christmas service that 
had ever been held in this village of Zerka. The 
majority of the people who dwell here are Mus­
lims, and thus only a comparatively small num­
ber show any interest in this blessed season.
During Christmas week the children of our 
newly opened school presented a Christmas pro­
gram to a large number of parents representing 
many sects of Christians and Muslims. At the 
close the audience listened intently to the story 
and message of Him who came into this world 
to save sinners. Our hearts were moved as we 
watched the interest on their faces, for it was 
probably the first time that many of them had 
heard the gospel. The children were thrilled to 
see the Christmas tree, especially those who had 
not seen one before, and our joy was as great as 
theirs as we presented gifts to these needy chil­
dren.
On Christmas morning it is our custom to 
have a short service for the children followed 
by an adult service, which usually attracts a 
large number of outsiders. At the close of this 
service, the believers wait behind to celebrate 
the Lord’s Supper.
The remainder of the day is spent in visiting 
friends in their homes. We aim at visiting all 
those who attend our services, the parents of 
our school children, and the priests of the other 
churches in this village. Thus, the remainder of 
Christmas Day and every day following until 
New Year’s we spend our time visiting and re­
ceiving guests in our own home. After we have 
entered a home and seated ourselves, the mem­
bers of the family come and shake hands with 
us, saying the Christmas greeting: “Kull seni wa 
int saalim” (“May each year find you in peace”), 
to which we answer, “And to you peace.” There 
then follows a period of conversation, and after 
the children are brought forward, they recite or 
sing. Before we leave, we are served with Tur­
kish coffee, sweets, biscuits, and cakes. We en­
joy this custom, as it gives us an opportunity to 
create friendship with the people and to present 
Christ to them.
*0n furlough in Great Britain
ayo
By Marjorie Mayo, Peru
TJinally I could stand 
’the suspense n o 
longer, so I went to the 
door of our house to see 
what all the commotion 
was over in the church­
yard. What an amazing 
sight met my eyes! 
Scores of the dirtiest, 
most unkempt children 
that I had ever seen 
had gathered and were 
waiting—but not very 
patiently—for the doors 
of the church to be opened.
It was the Sunday morning before Christmas 
and it seems that word had gotten around that 
the “Iglesia del Nazareno” was going to give 
treats to all of those who were present in the Sun­
day school. To the many children who roam the 
streets of Chiclayo it meant an opportunity to 
get some candy. Otherwise Christmas would pass 
without any recognition at all.
About nine-fifteen the doors were opened and 
the children swarmed in. All the missionaries and 
native Christians set to work to try to keep them 
quieted down enough for the Sunday-school serv­
ice. All the chairs and benches from every class­
room were brought to the main auditorium, but 
still there were many children sitting on the floor 
—but they didn’t mind. The floor was cleaner 
than their clothes! Most of them had never been 
inside a church or a school, so they had no idea 
how they were supposed to act. The noise and 
confusion was tremendous.
Never dreaming that there would be so many 
present, we had prepared only about four hun­
dred treats. When it was time to give out the 
treats, we stationed two of the native brethren at 
the back door of the church, one with treats 
and the other with gospel portions. As nearly 
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as possible we formed the children into a line 
and the two men gave them their treat and por­
tion as they went out. They pushed and shoved 
until it was almost impossible to stand up. The 
contrast between the native Christians and those 
who had never heard the gospel was certainly 
clear. The Christians were doing their best to 
help out, whether they got treats or not, while 
the others gave no thought to anyone around 
them—they were all for themselves.
It was simply heartbreaking to hear the older 
ones beg for treats when a gospel portion was 
handed to them. They had come for candy and 
they were determined to get it. Little did they 
realize that the gospel portion we were placing 
in their hands contained something that would 
satisfy the hunger in their souls. They would 
leave the church only to appear again and again 
to see if their luck would not change and they 
would get a treat. How they got back into the 
church is still a mystery, as the doors were 
locked, but they managed one way or another.
But what of all those children who visited us 
that one Sunday morning? Where are they now? 
I am happy to tell you that many of them have 
come back to our Sunday school to hear the 
gospel story. But there are still many others who 
need to be reached. The task is great. We 
need the constant prayers of the people back home 
that we may be able to reach these needy people.
Christmas Bells
The bells are ringing in Cuba, 
Calling men to worship the King;
But they call not with beautiful clearness, 
Nor do the great voices sing.
A boy climbs up to the tower
And erratically beats with a stick, 
Till the great bells wail and chatter
Like monsters shaken and sick.
*
The crowds leave the darkened cathedral 
And go their sinning way,
And drink to the shame of Cuba— 
How awful is Christmas Day!
But hark! . . . There is music in Cuba!
Nazarenes carol on the streets;
A little band sings of the manger, 
And the angel’s announcement repeats.
A crowd gathers ’round in wonder;
Some come from the roistering bar
As the carolers sing of Jesus
And tell of His marvelous star.
Yes, here in modern Cuba,
Where women and men dress so fine, 
There is hunger to learn of the Saviour, 
There is thirst for the Spirit's wine.
—Lyle Prescott, Cuba
By Earl D. Hunter*
T Tpon soliciting per- 
mission to preach 
to the prisoners, our 
young pastor in Flores, 
Peten, Guatemala, was 
told that it would be 
granted only if the pris­
oners themselves want­
ed it. As the Lord ar­
ranged it, a new prison 
keeper came and he was 
already a believer. He 
soon unofficially man­
aged that a written 
petition be circulated and services were begun in 
the departmental prison.
Soon Pastor Arnoldo Juarez was requesting 
prayer for the new believers in the prison. For 
several weeks one or more sought God in the jail 
services. A new congregation had sprung up and 
was growing!
For Christmas the churches of Flores and San 
Benito decided to provide for all the prisoners 
(some thirty at the time) a breakfast and a New 
Testament each. Your writer was invited to 
preach to them before that breakfast. So there 
in that offensive, dark room accompanied by a 
nice group of the church folk and the little folding 
organ we held the service and I preached the 
Christmas message from the words, “God with 
Us.” Two more sought God, bringing the total 
to fifteen, and there were two who had been 
Christians before, so that made a majority!
Some of these prisoners are now out and are 
showing good promise and others will be out 
soon. Let’s hold them up in prayer.
Also while listening to the preaching, two of 
the soldier-guards received their first bit of gos­
pel light and soon found their way to our humble 
little church and sought Jesus at the close of a 
midweek prayer meeting.
"‘This article was written while Mr. Hunter was serving as a missionary in 
Guatemala. He is now serving in Bolivia, where he is the superintendent.
(Continued from page 10)
Christ brought the crisis; and when she de­
cided to serve the Lord even if she died, then 
Christmas dawned; and at this Christmas season 
some years later, our old grandmother is still 
going strong and shining brightly, pointing all 
to Christ, crisis, and Christmas as did the ancient 
guiding star over the weary hills to Bethlehem.
The End






I Lawrence Faul, was born August 6, 1925, in Cathay, North Dakota. I’ve attended Sunday school all my life, but I was introduced to the Church of the Nazarene 
through my grandparents. I considered the Nazarenes 
my people from the very beginning, feeling the presence 
of God gripping my heart with the message of holi­
ness, which was both Biblical and practical. In 1942 I was 
saved after entering Northwest Nazarene College. The 
following spring I joined the college church.
I have always been interested in the black race from 
my earliest recollection, but never anticipated being a 
missionary until I received a call while praying in the 
prayer room at the boys’ dormitory at Northwest Naza­
rene College.
My wife, Betty Fay Foraker Faul, was born June 11, 
1926, at Kingfisher, Oklahoma, where she lived until she 
was eleven, when her parents moved to Grand Junction, 
Colorado. Not having a religious background, she was, 
however, soon discovered by a Nazarene family who 
expressed an interest in her soul and took her to the 
Nazarene church, where she found God at the age of 
fourteen. Shortly after, she received a call to the mission 
field, and at this time she .also joined the Church of the 
Nazarene.
I received my Bachelor of Arts from Northwest Naza­
rene College in 1945, but remained another year taking 
some graduate work. It was here I met my future wife, 
and we were married on August 16, 1945. We have two 
children, Sharon Kay, born at Mitchell, South Dakota, 
and Judith Ann, born in Larimore, North Dakota. We 
have spent the last six years in pastoral work.
At the present we take this opportunity to praise God 
for saving and sanctifying our souls. His blood is applied 
just now; His Spirit reigns within. We also praise Him 
for this opportunity to represent the Kingdom and the 
Church of the Nazarene in.Barbados.
I am Wesley Lee Harmon, your missionary to Trinidad.I was born in Holdenville, Oklahoma, on December 14, 1926, was saved in October, 1947, and was sanctified 
a year later. While attending Bethany-Peniel College, 
I was called to preach and the following year, 1949, I 
felt the tug of the mission field upon my heart. In 1950 
I graduated from Bethany-Peniel College with a Bachelor 
of Arts degree in religion.
My wife, Iris Modelle Robinson Harmon, was born in 
Snyder, Texas, on September 2, 1925. She was saved 
in 1941 and sanctified three years later.
On June 4, 1950, in the First Church of the Nazarene 
at Oklahoma City, Oklahoma, we were united in mar­
riage by Rev. R. T. Williams, Jr. Since this time, we have 
pastored in Buffalo, Kansas, and in Sarcoxie, Missouri, 
both churches being on the Kansas City District. We have 
a young daughter, Deborah Kaye, bom May 13, 1951.
Since the Lord saved and sanctified us, we have 
sought to serve Him in every way and to glorify His 
name. I was strangely moved during a college missionary 
band service concerning the mission field, and God later 
definitely witnessed to my heart that He called me to 
foreign missionary service. My wife has also experienced 
the inner witness from God that she is a God-called mis­
sionary. We are both thankful for the opportunity of 
serving God in Trinidad. We have never before felt so 
completely in the will of God and so conscious of the 
cleansing Blood.
★ ★ ★ ★
PLAN TO HONOR BIBLE­
EMPHASIS YEAR - 1 9 5 3.
Carry, read, and study the Bible. 
Memorize scripture.
Emphasize family Bible reading.
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GENERAL PRESIDENT’S 
NOTES
The Birthday of Jesus Christ
How joyfully 
we sing “Happy 
Birthday to 
You” as the pen­
nies drop in the 
Sunday - school 
missionary box! 
A Son was bom. 
The cattle made 
room for the 
little Boy Jesus 
in the mangei- 
full of hay. A 
host of shining angels came down 
from heaven that night to sing “Hap­
py Birthday to You.” God hung a 
big, bright star in the heavens over 
the manger, so men could find the 
Baby Jesus and give Him His pres­
ents.
They said there was no room for 
Jesus in the homes and in the hotels 
of the people of that day. Sometimes 
it looks as if we, too, have nearly 
crowded Jesus out of Christmas. With 
our millions of greeting cards, our 
mountains of Christmas boxes, and 
our beautifully lighted and decorated 
homes and streets, with Old Santa 
and Rudolph the Red-nosed Reindeer, 
it could be possible to largely fill the 
place in our hearts and minds that 
belongs to Jesus, the Christ, whose 
birthday we celebrate at this season 
of the year.
Wouldn’t it be wonderful for the 
Nazarenes this Christmas time to lift 
Jesus above all these other exciting 
things and make Him the real King 
of our Christmas? ?
Every Sunday school could bring 
1952 pennies and drop them into the 
missionary box for Jesus. We could 
sing happy birthday songs to Jesus. 
Some of us, like the three wise men 
from the East, might like to bring 
Christmas presents to Him.
Christmas is the birthday of Jesus. 
Let us plan to honor Him, to please 
Him, and to let Him know that Jesus 
is to us the One all-important at this 
Christmas season.
THE REAL CHRIST SPIRIT
Our Indian W.F.M.S. decided that 
this Christmas they were going to 
show the real Christ spirit. So in 
October they began meeting all day 
on Wednesday and Friday every week 
and sewed. From boxes we gathered 
materials to make quilts. Occasionally 
a lining or bolt had to be purchased 
but often the entire quilt was made 
from old woolens, prints, blankets, 
and feed sacks. The last day we 
sewed, December 15, we had made 
sixteen quilts for the old, blind, and 
bachelors who aren’t members of our 
church. They made twenty-three pil­
lows and the young women made 
lovely stuffed toys. What a Christ­
mas we all had!
God is dealing with our unsaved. 





It is our plan to send three copies 
of the Council Tidings each quarter 
to:
1. Every local president
2. Every chapter chairman
3. Every district officer
However, many times we do not 
receive the names and addresses be­
cause someone fails to turn them 
in to the district corresponding secre­
tary.
NOTICE
New N.F.M.S. Handbooks 
will not be available until 
January—at the very earliest. 
You will help us here at 
headquarters by not ordering 
until after that date. All es­
sential materials, with the ex­
ception of the few changes 
already published in the 
Other Sheep and Council 
Tidings, may be found in the 
old Handbook.
IMPORTANT NOTICE
Rev. Paul Orjala, of Haiti, 
writes in a recent letter: “All 
used clothes for Haiti should 
be laundered (anything new 
should be laundered too) and 
sent to the following address:
Rev. Charles Wheeler




The twenty-sixth annual conven­
tion of the Arizona District W.F.M.S. 
was held in Eastside Church of the 
Nazarene, Phoenix, Arizona, on May 
28, 1952.
We were so glad to hear the reports 
of gains in every phase of our mis­
sionary program for the past year. 
Especially gratifying was the 250 per 
cent increase in seven-point societies.
We are blessed with a gracious, 
Spirit-filled president, ' Mrs. M. L. 
Mann, who was re-elected.
Mrs. H. S. Irick, Reporter
Northwest Oklahoma—August 12
Our convention was marked by 
many high points. Dr. Evelyn Witt- 
hoff, from India, was our guest speak­
er.
Under Mrs. Mark Moore’s capable 
leadership we had fifty-nine of the 
sixty society reports in on time. Forty 
of the sixty societies reached the 
Standard of Efficiency.
Mrs. Moore was re-elected unani­
mously to serve us another year. How­
ever, when her husband, Rev. Mark 
Moore, accepted the appointment to 
the district superintendency of the 
Chicago Central District, Mrs. Moore 
resigned and the executive commit­
tee unanimously chose Mrs. Elmer 
Stahly of Medford, Oklahoma, to suc­
ceed her.
Our district has been organized four 
years, during which time we have had 
a 50 per cent increase in number of 
societies and a 48.7 per cent gain in 
membership.
Mrs. L. S. Oliver
Recording Secretary
Northwestern Illinois—August 12
The annual convention of the 
Northwestern Illinois District W.F. 
M.S. was held August 12 in Peoria, 
at the Central Christian Church. The 
reports given were an inspiration and 
an encouragement to all.
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District officers’ reports were pre­
sented in the form of a large book 
containing posters of the various 
phases of the work.
All were blessed by the stirring 
messages of Mrs. Louise Chapman, 
who was our special speaker of the 
day. We also had the' pleasure of 
hearing Rev. and Mrs. Phillip Tor- 
grimson of Peru tell of their work.
Rev. Mrs. Mina Nutt, our presi­
dent, resigned because of ill health 
and Mrs. Lyle E. Eckley was elected 
to be our new president.
We are looking forward to a year 
of advancement.
Mrs. J. E. Ferguson 
Supt. of Publicity 
Dallas—August 18
The Dallas District C.M.S. Conven­
tion was held at Scottsville camp­
grounds August 18. Reports from the 
societies were most encouraging.
The report of our much-loved disr 
trict president, Mrs. Paul H. Garrett, 
was well received and the confidence 
of the convention in her leadership 
was evident by her re-election for 
another year.
The Dallas District N.F.M.S. stands 
united for the year’s work ahead.
Mrs. Bertha Meador 
Reporter
San Antonio—August 19
The annual convention of the San 
Antonio District W.F.M.S. was held 
at the San Antonio First Church, 
August 19. The glow of God’s pres­
ence is still being felt in the hearts 
of those who attended.
The program on “Holding the 
Ropes” was outstanding.
Reports from every department told 
of encouraging progress during the 
past year and expressed a determina­
tion to press forward in the coming 
year.
Rev. Mrs. Pearl Keeton was re­
elected district president.
God anointed Mrs. Everette How­
ard and Dr. Samuel Young as they 
brought their messages. All were 
stirred to work, pray, and give more 
in the coming year.
Mrs. Dick Littrell 
Supt. of Publicity
Abilene—August 26
The annual meeting of the Abilene 
District W.F.M.S. met in Amarillo 
First Church on August 26.
Mrs. Orville Jenkins was re-elected 
president on the first ballot.
Chaplain Geren Roberts challenged 
us with two messages, giving us up- 
to-date reports on our work in Japan 
and Korea.
A special feature was presented on 
the theme, “I Must Work—the Night 
Cometh,” with ‘the district officers 
“holding the ropes.” It was patterned 
after the program at the General Con­
vention.
JANUARY EMPHASIS




Week 48—Nov. 29—Dec. 5 James 4—5 
I Pet. 1—5 
II Pet. 1—3 
I John 1—5 
II John 1 
III John 1 
Jude 1
It is hoped that every Nazarene
will make a serious effort to read
the Bible through in 1953. The plan
suggested below is just one of many 
equally as good.
HISTORY IN THE NEW TESTAMENT
Week 1—Dec. 28—Jan. 3 Matt. 1—23
Week 2—Jan. 4-10 Matt. 24—28
Mark 1—16 
Luke 1—2
Week 3—Jan. 11-17 Luke 3—24
John 1
Week 4—Jan. 18-24 John 2—21
Acts 1—3
Week 5—Jan. 25-31 Acts 4—26
Week 6—Feb. 1-7 Acts 27—28
Gen. 1—21
PENTATEUCH
Week 7—Feb. 8-14 Gen. 22—44
Week 8—Feb. 15-21 Gen. 45—50
Exod. 1—17
Week 9—Feb. 22-28 Exod. 18—40
Week 10—Mar. 1-7 Lev. 1—23
Week 11—Mar. 3-14 Lev. 24—27
Num. 1—-19
Week 12—Mar. 15-21 Num. 20—36
Deut. 1—6
Week 13—Mar. 22-28 Deut. 7—29




Week 15—Apr. 5-11 I Cor. 3—16
II Cor. 1—9





Week 17—Apr. 19-25 Col. 4
I Thess. 1—5 
II Thess. 1—3
I Tim. 1—6 
II Tim. 1—4 
Tit. 1—3 
Philem. 1
Week 18—Apr. 26—May 2 Heb. 1—13
Job 1—10
MINOR PROPHETS












Week 51-—Dec. 20-26 Zech. 3—14
Mal. 1—4 
Rev. 1—4
Week 52-—Dec. 27-31 Rev. 5—22
^^^^^^^^^r^Msr^s^*^******^^*^****^^******************* 1
We are happy to report that last 
year the Abilene District led the de­
nomination in the Reading Course 
credits, and that fourteen new so­
cieties were organized.
General Superintendent Hardy C. 
Powers closed the convention with a 
forceful missionary address in the 
evening. God’s blessing was very 





Week 19—May 3-9 Job 11—33
Week 20—May* 10-16 Job 34—42
Psalms 1—14
Week 21—May 17-23 Psalms 15—37
Week 22—May 24-30 Psalms 38—60
Week 23—May 31—June 6 Psalms 61—83
Week 24—June 7-13 Psalms 84—106
Week 25—June 14-20 Psalms 107—129
Week 26—June 21-27 Psalms 130—150 
Prov. 1—3
Week 27—June 28—July 4 Prov. 4—26
VVeek 28—July 5-11 Prov. 27—31
Eccles. 1—12
Song of Sol. 1—6
Week 29—July 12-18 Song of Sol. 7—8 
Isa. 1—21
MAJOR PROPHETS
Week 30—July 19-25 Isa. 22—44
Week 31—July 26—Aug. 1 Isa. 45—66
Jer. 1
Week 32—Aug. 2-8 Jer. 2—24
Week 33—Aug. 9-15 Jer. 25—47
Week 34— Aug. 16-22 Jer. 48—52 
Lam. 1—5 
Ezek. 1—13
Week 35—Aug. 23-29 Ezek. 14—36
Week 36—Aug. 30—Sept. 5 Ezek. 37—48
Dan. 1—11
Week 37—Sept. 6-12 Dan. 12
Josh. 1—22
HISTORY IN THE OLD TESTAMENT
Week 38—Sept. 13-19 Josh. 23—24
Sept. 20-26 Judg. 1—21
Week 39—Sept. 27—Oct. 3 Ruth 1—4
I Sam. 1—19
Week 40—Oct. 4-10 I Sam. 20—31
II Sam. 1—11
Week 41—Oct. 11-17 II Sam. 12—24
I Kings 1—11
Week 42—Oct. 18-24 I Kings 12—22
II Kings 1—11
Week 43—Oct. 25-31 II Kings 12—25
I Chron. 1—9
Week 44—Nov. 1-7 I Chron. 10—29
II Chron. 1—3
Week 45—Nov. 8-14 II Chron. 4—26
Week 46—Nov. 15-21 II Chron. 27—36 
Ezra 1—10 
Neh. 1—3




The Woman’s Missionary 
Society raised over 10,000 
soles for all purposes, which 
almost doubles last year’s 
giving. They brought in 973.30 
soles for Alabaster giving, 
which is being turned in to 
the General Alabaster Fund.
Mrs. Harry Zurcher, Peru
15December, 1952
Hello Again. Boys and Girls!
A very, very happy Christmas to all of you! 
Aren’t you glad that you sent in an offering for 
the special “Juniors’ Christmas Fund”? Because 
of that, children in all the foreign countries where 
we have our “Juniors’ Own Missionaries” are 
having a happier Christmas. We’ll tell you more 
about that later:
Donald Ault and Judith 
and Sharon Faul
Last month we had on this page a picture of 
these same three children, Donald Ault and 
Judith and Sharon Faul. But I thought you’d 
like to see this picture too, because of the great 
big smokestack behind them. My sister took 
the children away up to the top of the boat for 
this picture, so the smokestack would show. You 
can guess what the size of the boat is, can’t you? 
This is the boat that carried the two missionary 
families down to Barbados and British Guiana.
Last month you looked on the map to find 
where our work is in the island of Barbados. 
Now look again and see if you can find that 
small country, in the northeastern part of South 
America, called British Guiana. Rev. and Mrs. 
Ault and Donald (in the other picture) have gone 
there.
I’ve just been reading again the article on page 
5 of the June number of this paper, which 
was written by Rev. Lelan Rogers, and you’d 
better look at that too. After you read it, per­
haps you can imagine, as I am trying to, what 
strange scenes you would see there in British 
Guiana. I can shut my eyes and dream that I
Rev. and Mrs. Ault 
and Donald
am walking along the street down there. Why, 
there comes a woman wearing the queerest dress! 
It’s pretty. Yes, that’s the dress of a Hindu lady 
in India, and that man over there wears the 
costume of a Moslem in India. Now across the 
street I can see some Negro people and, yes, not 
far from there are some Chinese, followed by a 
group of Portuguese men and women. Now in 
my imagination I skip off to some of the small 
villages, and on the way, along the mountain 
roads, and down in the hot valley trails, there 
are naked children, and everybody seems to be 
barefoot. These are the Indians who lived in this 
land before any of the other people came to live 
here.
You see, all these people from different coun­
tries came over and brought their religions and 
manner of dressing and living along with them. 
The sad part of it is that very few of all of 
these thousands know anything about Jesus 
Christ.
In just a few years God has helped Rev. and 
Mrs. Lelan Rogers to organize two churches with 
good congregations, and several Sunday schools, 
and even a Junior Society. So you will pray— 
won’t you?—for Rev. and Mrs. Donald Ault, as 
well, and little Donald, as they go to help build 
up the work of God in British Guiana.
Have a lovely Christmas and do something to 
make as many people happy as you possibly can.
Lots of love from your “Big Sister;’ 
Mary E. Cove
16 The Other Sheep
Tis Christinas now but no white snow is falling.
No sleigh bells ring, no skating on the streams.
But green palms wave and tropic birds are calling.
Through jungle gloom the filtered sunlight gleams.
No shining cars are dashing down smooth highways: 
The quiet rivers bear the Indian’s canoe
The lonely planes that hum along the skyways
Are wanderers in that canopy of blue
Mahogany in rafts floats down the river
As it has done three centuries and more
The sudden storms set palm-thatched huts aquiver.
And in the jungle hungry jaguars roar
The long, long years have passed in slow procession
The natives watch strange peoples come and go
At last has come to them a rich possession:
Their mornings dawn with sweeter, happier glow
To them who sat in darkness light has risen.
For Christ has come to gladden all their scenes
Those lately freed from superstition’s prison
Have now become the happy Nazarenes
The Caribbean Sea calls from the distance
And to its bosom Belize waters flow.
Thus human souls flow onward to God’s ocean.
And such is Christmas in old El Cavo
•Fatnpr C< P** Davie Browning missionary to Honpu’d
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THE OTHER SHEEP 
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T Tow dark it is! Man is in the long, dark night of human sin and failure.
* A With everything good within his dominion, man has failed. With a loving 
God demonstrating daily His marvelous works in earth and sky, millions bow 
down to gods of wood and stone. While bursting bins bespeak the bounty 
of a benevolent providence, in other lands hungry mothers seek vainly the 
means of even a meager existence for their emaciated little ones. While 
human, unconsecrated science has sired a Frankenstein, millions of human 
beings remain in the depths of ignorance and superstition How great is the 
darkness of them who once had light!
'T'itkre are schools whose light has turned to darkness. In the long shadows 
of the spiritual ignorance of such schools, intellectual giants marshal every
scientific means in the race toyvard universal suicide. Meamvhile. apostate 
Christendom vainly seeks to conciliate the dove of peace.
W/hile Tin yvoHK of the Kingdom languishes and lags for lack of means, 
gigantic syndicates, yvhose only goal is gain, exploit human weakness and 
vice and, like a tremendous octopus, suck bloodless their victim and mock at 
efforts toyy'ard their control. It is a dark world indeed, in which the smog of 
false doctrine smothers yvith its poisonous miasma the souls of countless victims 
and leaves no room for the breath of prayer
The darkness deepens. The clouds of heaped-up judgment gather over­head. The earth trembles as if in anticipation of some coming shock
Throughout the earth is heard the cry of the military marshaling their hosts 
to the last great battle. And on far horizons the glare of judgment lightnings 
marks the explosion of the atomic bomb Humanism has failed. Destruc­
tion threatens. Hope fades away.
T>ct in the distant horizon the darkness is challenged by a gloyv. The 
black and threatening clouds are transformed to flames of fire and glorious
color. The Eright and Morning Star shines through. And then suddenly 
the powerful, penetrating, purifying rays of the Sun of Righteousness give 
promise of a bright and glorious eternity.
JOIN IN THE CRUSADE FOR SOULS, BOTH AT HOME AND ABROAD
